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Respect: 


Too much to ask for? 
By Effie Barton 
Paragon Times Travel Editor 


PARAGON CITY, RI - Respect. It’s something everyone 
wants and needs. Especially those super-powered folks we 
call “heroes.” But what happens when bad luck, karma, or 
just the fickle hand of Fate goes against you? 


Case in point. I ran by the Hero Registration Office the 
other day in search of a story, and got something I never 
bargained for. I ran into (literally!) a gent by the name of 
Edward Stark. Edward would be kind of hard to miss in ordinary clothes, as he stands well over seven feet 
tall and weighs nearly a quarter of a ton. But what makes him hard to forget is his super suit. It is colorful to 
say the least, and parts of it are downright blinding. And none of it matches. After I picked myself up off the 
floor, I just had to ask Mr. Stark about his unusual attire. Here is his story. 


Seems Mr. Stark had a slight problem with his wardrobe earlier that morning. The tailor shop he had con- 
tracted to outfit him had burned to the ground moments before he was supposed to pick up his uniform. Ap- 
parently a rather hot tempered heroine named Flame Lass got into a bit of a disagreement with the manager 
over the cost of an alteration she wanted done and blew up at him. Literally. When all was said and done, the 
only crate of uniforms the shop owner managed to save from the fire was, of all things, the reject bin. Pieces 


and parts of costumes, super suits and uniforms that no one wanted anymore. ‘ 
Continued page 2 
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RESPECT 


Continued from page 1 


With the time for his registration deadline rapidly 
approaching, and no time to have another tailor do 
a fitting, Edward was forced to take whatever kind 
of suit the tailor could improvise on the street. And 
because of his size, there wasn’t much choice in the 
matter. A lime green tunic with blazing 
orange checkers went over baby blue 
armored pants accented with red polka 
dots. Electric blue and pink camouflage 
gloves for his hands. Plum purple and 
vivid gold boots cheetah-print boots for 
his feet. Hot pink pads for his shoul- 
ders. And poor Edward still does not 
know how the tailor got the dark green 
antennae and bright blue tail attached 
to his body (and is probably better off 
not knowing!). 


The end result was unenviable to say the least. What 
self-respecting hero (with the possible exception of 
Kaptain Klown) would want to be seen dressed in 
such motley attire? The firemen witnessing the cos- 
tume creation were shaking with suppressed mirth. As 
Edward was walking to the Registration Office, peo- 
ple on the streets stopped and stared open-mouthed 
in shock at the sight. Some of the less desirable and 
less intelligent members of the various criminal fac- 
tions that roam the streets actually had the effron- 
tery to heckle Mr. Stark as he passed by. And while 
pummieling them into a coma with his energy blasts 
served to soothe Mr. Stark’s ego for the nonce, he 
quickly realized that ifhe stopped to obliterate every 
miscreant and malcontent who hurled jibes at him, 
he would miss his sole chance to become a registered 
hero of Paragon City. 


Ignoring the taunts and outright laughter his appear- 
ance evoked, Edward arrived at the Registration OF 
fice just before it closed for the day. The office was 
empty except for a couple of clerks and the cleaning 
staff, but activity came to a standstill nonetheless as 
Edward approached the counter. Looking up from 
the paperwork she had been filing, the registration 
clerk’s eyes grew wide as saucers at the sight of poor 
Edward and his comical garb. Unable to suppress the 
waye of hysteria that swept over her, she dissolved 
into a fit of laughter that lasted nearly five minutes. 
Finally gaining control of herself, she wiped tears 
from her eyes and asked Edward if she could help 
him. Edward informed her that he wanted to register 
himself as a hero with the alias “Cosmic Bolt” be- 
cause of his energy manipulating powers. The clerk 
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responded with a loud guffaw and shrieked “Cos- 
mic Bolt? You look more like some sort of a Cosmic 
Joke!” And then to add the final measure of humili- 
ation to poor Edward, she proceeded to register his 
nom de guerre as exactly that: Cosmic Joke. 


Edward looked somewhat doubtful to me as he con- 
cluded his tale, as if he were rethinking his decision 
to serve the citizens of Paragon City yoked with such 


a dubious alter ego. As I listened to him speak in 
his quiet, reserved manner I too questioned a soci- 
ety that was quick to make light of the service and 
sacrifice others make on their behalf How fast some 
mock those who keep them safe from harm and free 
from tyranny. The same people who are themselves 
unwilling or unable to stand with those they ridicule, 
and face the same risks to life and limb, Fortunately 
for me, and the rest of the people of this sometimes 
all too cruel city, I saw a change come over Edward's 
los as heetood parinseutacron the plaza sawthe 
spark of resolve and determination in Edward’s eyes 
as he squared his shoulders once more and thanked 
me for taking the time to tell his story. He shook my 
hand and walked away with a determined stride, out 
into the wave of humanity he had moments earlier 
vowed to defend and protect. 


And then I saw it; saw what must have been the 
image that forced all of the doubts from Edward's 
mind. Before me stood the statue honoring the 
mighty Atlas. It blazed as if with an internal fire, 
the setting sun's rays reflecting from the globe rest- 
ing atop the powerful shoulders of one of Paragon 
City’s best-loved heroes. And it was at that moment 
I understood that Edward would do whatever it took 
to carry out his sworn duty, regardless of whether 
cheers or jeers met his arrival at the scene. It seems 
Edward remembered something that a lot of us have 
forgotten about our heroes. Despite how we might 
feel about the brave, selfless and all too few men and 
women who place themselves in harm's way so the 
rest of us can walk our streets in safety, they are truly 
the shoulders that carry our world. Without them 
and their sacrifice, we are lost. 
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The Cootie Catcher 
By Maud Eireann 


When I started dancing seriously as a teen- 
ager, I had my first taste of irony. Ballet slippers 
didn’t “slip” as much as they vised onto my feet. 
I mastered en pointe until the bones in my toes 
ached constantly. I looked light as a little black 
feather on stage — I felt heavy as cinder blocks 
to my toes. 

Imagine that your entire foot is one inch 
around. Now run and jump for several hours. 
Every day. For ten years. 

I was good, though. Galaxy City Dance 
Company hired me after PSPA graduation, and 
I debuted as Giselle to some good reviews (for a 
first-timer, anyway). We're not Founders’ Cen- 
ter Ballet, but we certainly worked hard for our 
money. I got a reputation for being extremely 
passionate, and found myself in some experimen- 
tal pieces. Didn't like it as much as classical, but 
I was getting standing ovations for my portrayal 
of the notorious Black Swan in a modern Black 
Lake choreographed by André Cornu. I’m fond of 
standing ovations. 

I like to gamble, which is not exactly the first 
thing that comes to mind when you think of a 
headlining ballerina. Jody Cliff, a friend of mine 
who teaches fourth grade, was another closet 
poker girl. Seedy, smoky bars at dusk, we'd be 
walking in trenchcoats into the back room. Two 
tiny women among thick-necked players and 
no-neck bouncers. We had a blast, though. Lost 
more than we won, but not a lot. “Dancer” and 
“Spinster,” they called us. Jody doesn’t look like a 
spinster, but the name stuck. 

One glorious hand, we were playing Texas 
Hold’em, bidding dark in the last round. I was 
heartbroken by the lack of pairs to go with my 
nine and queen, and my flush was broken up by 
a lousy spade. When the final card came up, I 
must have twitched or something, and Fat Jimmy 
(Skinny Jimmy was fat — this guy was huge) read 
me as disappointed. I’m not the best actress close- 
up, so I felt like I'd tipped for a split second, and 
so did he. Then I realized I held a straight. We bid 
high, then all-in. And I took him down. Beautiful. 
T took Jody to 3 a.m. cheeseburgers and strawberry 
milkshakes after that. She’s fine on two or three 
hours of sleep before classes. I sleep until noon. 

I was surprised when Jody called me the next 
Thursday. 
“Hey, N’wani.” She sounded upset. 
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“Jody. You in class now?” 

“Here’s the thing. You know the science fair?” 

“The kid with the tinfoil Jumpbot engine?” 

“Yeah. The kid’s name is Ben. It’s the best 
project I’ve ever seen. He didn’t get any help from 
his deadbeat parents, and this is the first time he’s 
shown initiative. I want him to go to regionals.” 

“So send him.” 

“The thing is, Stacy Carton is also in my 
class.” 

“The bratty one?” 

“Yes. She makes fun of Ben. Calls him ‘Freak- 
show’.” 

“That's mean.” 

“He makes origami. The other day he showed 
a girl how to make a cootie catcher and suddenly 
Stacy’s calling him all sorts of sissy names. He 
didn’t even make it for himself.” She took a deep 
breath, “Yesterday, I saw Fat Jimmy picking Stacy 
up from school. I called her mom to make sure it 
was okay and she said it was fine.” 

“Our Fat Jimmy? Is he an uncle or some- 
thing?” 

“Well, Stacy lives with her mom, but you 
know who her dad is?” 

“No idea.” 

“Tommy One-Eye.” 

“The crime boss?” 

“It gets worse. Today, I get called out of class 
for an ‘emergency’ and vice-principal Stanton 
has me wait in his office. Two minutes later, Fat 
Jimmy comes in, telling me I should send Stacy 
to the science fair. I said no. Her project is aw- 
ful, the same old rotten potato. He gave me his 
number in case I wanted to talk about it. And 
he made a point of having his daytimer open to 
a page where he had my address and my sister's 
address and my parents’ address.” 

“Holy—” 

“What should I do?” 

“Can you send both of them?” 

“Well, since I run the science club, I could 
enter both of them, one from the class and one 
from the club, but the school only pays one 
entrance fee.” 

“Here, I'll pay for Ben. I’ve got full pockets 
thanks to a certain eight-to-queen straight.” 

“Tr’s a bussed event with parents, too. I don’t 
know if I want him on the same bus with Stacy, 
and I have class that day.” 

“When is it? I could take him.” 

“Next Wednesday from eight to four.” 

“Eight A.M.?” I joked. 

Neg 

“Let me check my calendar. . . . I’ll do it.” 
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I woke up at the ungodly hour of seven that 
Wednesday and met Jody and Ben at the school. 
Small kid, really skinny. Looked like he weighed 
maybe forty pounds. He looked up at Jody to 
make sure everything was okay. We loaded his 
tinfoil Jumpbot into the trunk. Ben overcame his 
discomfort fairly quickly, sitting there with his 
crooked tie, lunch bag, and the seatbelt coming 
almost across his neck. 

“Porcupines don't actually shoot quills.” 

I was on autopilot and hadn't had enough coffee. 

“What?” 

“They don't. They only release them. If a dog 
or a coyote bites one, they get it in the mouth. The 
quills have barbs and they don’t come out.” 

“You like porcupines?” 

“Yeah. My mom has earrings made with 
quills.” 

We were quiet for a while, 

Do you like origami? 

I looked over at him. Had he asked the ques- 
tion out loud? 

“Yes, I have a brown origami swan on my 
desk at home. I dance the part of Black Swan in 
Black Lake. It’s a ballet. That’s what I do. 'm a 
dancer.” 

“Ts Black Swan black?” 

“No. She's a white woman with black hair.” 

“But you're black?” 

“The audience pretends I’m her because I'm a 
good dancer, You can pretend to be an evil maniac 
no matter what color you are. Some people in the 
audience are even scared of me.” 

“You're not scary.” 

“One of my critics said I had perfected ‘the 
art of menace’.” 

“What's ‘menace’?” 

“Tr’s when you moye in a way that makes your 
body scares another person.” 

“Do you know how to play cootie catcher?” 

laughed. “Been a long time.” 

“Here,” he said, pulling the little contraption 
from his pocket. “You pick one. Sun, Moon, Stars 
or Clouds. See, there’s 3 letters, 4, 5, and 6.” 

“T pick stars.” 

“S-T-A-R-S,” he said. Now pick spades, 
hearts, diamonds, or clubs. 

“T'll pick spades . . . you should never call a 
black person a spade, by the way, It’s a bad word if 
you use it like that.” 

He unfolded a little flap. Life or death? 

“ ‘Life or death?’ What kind of a question is 
that? Life.” 

He read “ ‘When it truly matters, you will tell 
the truth,’ ” 

“Thanks, kid.” I scruffled his hair. “I appreci- 
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ate your confidence.” 

Ben cleaned house at the science fair. There 
was even a guy I though might be Council who 
took notes on Ben's design. Stacy Carton was with 
her mother. No sign of foul play. She had the 
worst project, easily. It wasn’t literally a potato, 
as Jody had suggested—it was a turnip. Brilliant 
creativity on Stacy's part, I’m sure. 

I went to drop Ben off at the school and his 
mom wasn’t there yet. We waited in the car for her, 
and she was about fifteen minutes late. Ben had 
his trophy in his backpack and didn’t show it to 
her while I watched them. I wondered if he'd show 
it to her atall. 

Got into my apartment and threw my keys on 
the counter. 

A ghostly object moved in front of me. 

Lights came on, suddenly. A man. A bald 
man, huge. 

“You know who I am?” he said. 

“No” 

“Tommy One-Eye.” He had two eyes. But 
there was more to the nickname. Single-minded- 
ness, maybe. He looked like chilled fury. 

“Please leave my apartment.” 

“Or else what?” 

I was starting to panic. “I didn't say ‘or else,’ I 
just want you to leave my apartment.” 

“J just don’t want my affairs compromised.” 

Iwas shaking. “What?” 

“You fixed a science fair against my daugh- 
ter?” 

“No. Not really.” 

“Do you have any idea who you're messing 
with?” He removed a set of brass knuckles from his 
pocket and slowly pulled them over his fingers. 

“Look . . . sir. Your daughter's science project 
was a turnip in salt water. It had no chance of win- 
ning. How can this be an issue?” 

“It’s possible to bend the rules. I had those 
judges purchased. A simple transaction. They sold 
something I bought. But they couldn't pull off the 
impossible after you brought boy genius into the 
game. My guy had to give them a pass. Which is 
more than I’m going to do for you.” 

“Look—let’s talk about this.” 

“You've got thirty seconds.” 

Thad nothing to say. The art of menace 
indeed. I was nothing to this guy. I could feel tears 
on my face. 

“You'd regret hurting me. I’m a well-known 
dancer.” This was getting nowhere. I had nothing. 
I started grasping. “I’m one of the gifted ones, the 
heroes. I can dodge your punches, If you touch 
me, you'll be covered with quills. They're barbed. 
And they don’t come out; they only go in.” 
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“A black ballet dancer who's a porcupine in 
disguise. Unlikely.” 

When it truly matters, you will tell the truth. 

Something changed inside me. I felt the dry 
grass outside my apartment come through the 
ground, through the walls, the floors, into my 
ridiculously strong big toes. It felt like dry, old 
rope, what nature had discarded, building up in 
my skin, in my hands, I had to let go of it. 

Tommy One-Eye threw a brass-dressed fist in 
my direction and I dodged it, flinging a handful of 
wickedly sharp spines onto his face and neck. He 
was writhing on the ground when I grabbed my 
laptop and ran for the door. 

“Nutcracker,” I swore, running for my car. I 
grabbed my cell phone. 

“Jody, I have to hide. Tommy One-Eye is 
chasing me.” 

“What?” 

“T got away from him. I have to hide.” 

“You know the gymnastics closet at the 
school?” 
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Local Politics 


While super-powered heroes have a tradition of be- 
ing apolitical, some high-profile heroes are getting 
involved in the upcoming election. Super-speed- 
ster Doctor Velocity recently went door-to-door 
throughout the entire Kings Row residential area on 
behalf of the Democrats, while a team of Freedom 
Defenders used smoke machines to skywrite mes- 
sages in support of Republican candidates over Atlas 
Park. Even third parties are getting into the act, with 
well-known Socialist activist the People’s Hero hand- 
ing out copies of Socialist Party literature to citizens 
he saves from villains. However, the Federal Election 
Commission has cautioned heroes that if their po- 
litical activities take up more than 50 percent of the 
time that they would normally be fighting crime, 
they risk loss of their tax-exempt status. 
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“Yeah.” 


“Meet me there.” 

I called my understudy and told her to get 
ready. Then I hid out for a couple days. Every so 
often, I needed to go out in the garden and let 
quills spill out of my hands. I can’t even describe 
how strange that was. 

Jody brought me a note from Ben, sealed in 
an envelope. It was bunchy, I knew what it was 
before I opened it. The cootie catcher. 

“Yours Now,” he'd written. 

I still have it. I drop them as my calling card 
when I solve a crime. They even call me the Cootie 
Catcher now. Somewhat fitting, given the weird- 
ness that is the quills streaming through the earth 
and into my toes. 

Iam the Cootie Catcher. For now, I'm run- 
ning a safe house for newly-joined peacebringers. 
T'm on the run from the mob. 

If you see Tommy One-Eye, give him my 
best. 


Around Town 


The bidding period for planned repairs to some 
Skyway City overpasses has closed with no bids re- 
ceived by the Paragon Road Commission from any 
of Paragon City’s construction companies. Paragon 
Concrete, Inc. President Eric Billings says that his 
company cant afford the loss in equipment associ- 
ated with the Clockwork presence in Skyway City: 
“You leave a generator on the job site overnight, by 
morning it’s turned into two Oscillators and the left 
leg of a Cannon Knight. We just can’t afford to lose 
all that equipment, and security guards just run away 
when they see a Tesla Prince.” 


Metro 


Preliminary plans to extend the Paragon Transit Au- 
thority train system into Founders’ Falls have again 
been put on hold by lawsuits from historic preser- 
vation groups. The Paragon Historical Association 
claims that the necessary demolition to extend the 
city’s mass transit system into the upscale district 
would irrevocably alter the character of one of Para- 
gon City’s most historic areas. One Paragon Transit 
Authority official who asked to remain anonymous 
asked whether the Historical Association had also 
sued the Rikti and Council who frequent Found- 
ers’ Falls for changing the neighborhood's traditional 
character. 
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Zaakali of Zaa 


by Steven Kernen B.A.R.R.A.G.E. (Fan Comic Cover) 


by Normal-C. 


Magma Blast 
by SISCU 


by Sharon 


The Paragon Times August, 2005 www.cityofheroes.com Page 7 


BUY COMICS YOU LIKE OR LOSE THEM FOREVER 


en BOYS GROW UP 


—_ 
SCANNERS ~~ 
A. SCAN 


ik 
c 


sata lyst 
EXCELLENCE 


